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POEMS 


DUET FOR ONE—by Ben Passikoff 


When into my various 
bacilli you fall, 
bring me a poem. 


It could be the curvy 
carnation of your mouth, 
outscep of blood, or 


your forgotten 
umbilical, 
unseen depending 


from your cold mother. 
Or your mandolin belly 
rounding my hand. 


Or your shoes, 
once pushcart-piled— 
oldeyed 


lizard skitter 
now sudden feet. 
Jellyrolied 


into my contort 
you will poem 
my total mourn, 


ethering memory 
white as winter 
snowkiss. 


Ben's poetry has appeared in some sixty-five magainzes, including LITERAL LATTE, 
PAINTED BRIDE QUARTERLY, QUARTERLY REVIEW OF LITERATURE, SMALL 
POND MAGAZINE OF LITERATURE, SANTA BARBARA REVIEW. 
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—by Mary Polansky 


Spring rain beads up 
on the wings of the robin 
in my silver yard... 


On the stone bridge, 
willowtips touch my face... 
ah, the coolness! 


Is it a kid’s red bal! 
or the October sun? 
Either way, I like it! 


A crow cawing 
in a blue gong 
of January sun... 


Spring. 
A dove is cooing. 
Its breast, a white tulip. 


Hi, moth! 
Your brown-wooded wings 
are 
summer... 


A graveyard in autumn... 
my grandmother has become 
the wet earth. 


January thaw... 
each branch 
has 
a suntip... 





Jn the above "miniatures," Mary Polansky hopes to give her variations on haiku and its 
Seaonsal sequences, She resides in Elizabeth, New Jersey and is a strong advocate for 


peace through nature-viewing. 


RECOIL—by Laverne C. Williams 


Silently 

1 recoil 

into my being 
where the blood 
is most red 
where the earth 
is most pungent 
and where horses 
galloping beneath 
the waxing moon 
have meaning 
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AN OBSIDIAN POEM--by Stephen J. O’Rourke 





Shall I wonder 

For sake of plunder 
Kiss of Sweet Death 
Black Rose of Blunder 


Broken knee caps 
Given to sages 
The love of Epoch 
In bygone ages 


Vanquished, Lucid 
The Cupid of Rhyme 
Mephisto’s lean bow 
Takes out his eyes 


He loves himself 
When no-one else will 
What Pan screams out 
Thieving his jewel... 


—_.. 
Stephen J. O'Rourke is a poet and novelist who has his head in the clouds where he 
writes his prayers in poetic prose for the sad and tragic angels of both the ethereal 
and earthly divine. His feet are firmly on the ground, however, making their way in 
and around the New York City area, where they make his home his own. He is a 
 power-willing suppliant for, and future sacrifice to, the altar of art 
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BROWN —by Joe Hannabach 


Orange and blue dance of green 
oak's second last assertion of its life 
tune, bleeding water and sap into neon 
embers 

the sizzles become chirps and finally 
for minutes - fully minutes - 

a tiny bird 

spirit occupies the room and I 

image the limp nest 

draped among twigs of the forest 
dogwood crushed 

because it was 

in the way 

of my fucl as it fell 

brown, downhill. 





Joe Hannabach is a teacher and technical editor, as well as an avid sailor and 
amateur musician (keyboard, mandolin). Credits include: SAIL magazine, HILL AND 
VALLEY, POET'S CORNER, APPALACHIAN LITERARY LEAGUE, and POETRY 
MOTEL. 


VARIATIONS ON A MEANINGFUL MOMENT— 
by Bonnie Blader 


Variation #2 


My mother put her gloved hand in mine 
when we followed the hearse 

where my grandmother lay. 

She had let go of life. I held 

my breath. 

Then 

we were all three dead. 





Bonnie's poems have appeared in 100 WORDS, IOWA'S INTERNATIONAL WRITERS 
MAGAZINE, and SWITCHED-ON GUTTENBURG. 





SPRING THAW—by Sheryl Nelms 


murdered in December 


body dumped in 
a windbreak 
just east 

of Siani 


buried by a blizzard 


her murderer 
went frec 


living easy 
believing he'd made it 


until spring thaw 
sifted out 
her body 


with his name 
in her back 
pocket 





Shery's six collections of poetry: THEIR COMBS TURN RED IN THE SPRING, THE 
OKETO YAHOOS, STRAWBERRIES AND RHUBARB, RURAL AMERICA, LAND OF 
THE BLUE PALOVERDE and a chapbook. Her poetry, articles and stories have 
appeared in numerous journals, including READER'S DIGEST and MODERN 
MATURITY. She has also been editor of and contributing editor to a few magazines, 
such as OAKWOOD and BYLINE. 
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IN THE NIGHT—by Larry Rapant 


In the night we drop everything 

punch the pillow once and it surrenders 
hunker down into the groove of ourselves 
and release the sigh 


Our guide hairs run ahead 
and signal us from the oasis 


On the night stand 

humidity mounts an eager page of stamps 
all the addresses in the little notebook 
are going home 


When we sleep our thoughts relax 
down into the body like coins slowly 
sinking to the bottom of a wishing well 


The blood curls up and embraces itself 
while the bones show their old home movies 


Our teeth fly out of our mouths 
like sparks from a weld-in-progress 


Breath roars against our nostrils 
like an ocean in heat 


Language pampers itself 
in the mirror of silence 


The two old horny eyes multiply 
behind closed doors 
and the hearing oozes down into the groin 


Our cuticles hover above us like quarter moons 
as our fingernails fatten toward high tide 


The clockface of the heart goes blind 
and the lips boil over 


When we open our eyes reality crumbles 
into a few crusts of possibility 
in the corners 
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and we are ready 
for a long topheavy day of forgetting 
everything we learned in the night. 


— U 


Larry is a mentor with Empire State College who has published work in many 
literary journals over the years. He lives in Voorheesville, NY and enjoys doing a 
lot of readings and performances of his work. 


THAT GO DOWN TO THE SEA— by Jnana Hodson 


Curlicue sugarbush parades 

through cluttered crockery transgressing 
a statuary hillside tabernacle 

shivering with accordions and bagpipes. 


Redundant accounts have enshrined 

“the center of an extensive business in piracy, 
privateering, smuggling, and legitimate raid" 
on an upsurge of men’s sweeping. 





Jnana is a poet, essayist, novelist (SUBWAY HITCHHIKERS, Santa Barbara, 


1990), employed full-time as copy editor at NEW HAMPSHIRE SUNDAY 
NEWS. 
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THE DAYDREAMS OF PLAYING CARDS— 
by Thomas David Lisk 


Flat bright colors on flat slick skids, 
the Queen of Carrots and the King of Tomatoes, 
blank-faced cruelty, the confidence of dealers of fate, 
the orderly march of cast-iron fences 
and silk costumes pieced of fabric woven by Asian worms 
and appliqued with mathematical designs in thread 
carried on pack mules through the Khyber and dyed 
brilliant natural colors by a cottage worker dressed 
in patched ecru and brown linsey-woolsey who would 
take off her underpants for you, if you laid down 
the right card, and if she were wearing any; 
but this is her first week on the job 
after being adopted by the peasant family 
who found her wandering the hills 
dressed in a colorful but filthy Mongol costume 
which clashed with her mousey-brown hair 
but complemented her almost yellow eyes and pale 
complexion (under the dirt), so her hands are not yet 
permanently pickled in indigo and gentian 
and the smears of color under those long-lashed cyes 
on her now otherwise clean cheeks 
add poignancy to her smile and make you wish 
you could get her in your hand. 


a 
Thomas David Lisk's fiction, poetry and essays have appeared in many little magazines 
and newspapers. A collection of his poems, A Short History of Pens Since the French 
Revolution, was published by Apalachee Press in 1991. He serves as head of the 
Department of English at North Carolina State University in Raleigh. 
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YOUNG GIRLS CHRISTENED WITH NAMES OF SAINTS— 
by Zyskander A. Jaimot 


in the hurriedness of blooming teenaged heat 
recite dutiful daytime promises. Rosaries 
soon forgotten in an electric guitar 

neon streaked hair studded leather subculture. 


Young girls dressed in names of saints 

ache. Encumbered by pleated skirts 

of plaid supervision just as their mothers before them. 
Who never relaized their parents could feel 

the blush of teenaged heat. Or speak a language 

only understood in the restlessness of youth, 


Young girls swear the name of saints 

as they smart from the public sting 

of wooden parochial rule. Only to sneak 

secret puffs of supposed cigarette sophistication. 
On lips that crave caresses sweetened 

by cherry-coke syrup which stain pink tongues 
the deep blood colour of awakened nipples 
corseted in starched spotless white shirts 

that smell of laundered uniform purity. 


Young girls invoke the names of saints 

watched over by that statue of the Madonna. 
Unlike any videostar. Steadfast and approachable. 
Dressed in robes of porcelain patinaed piety. 
Eroded in certain scumbled spots where 

anxious hands hurriedly rub crisscrosses. 

While prayers are said before first dates 

for luck in flames from votive candles 

that send out sparks of giddy expectation. 

Which makes hair burnished and brushed Renoir-red 
brighter than a Magdalene’s burning. 


Young girls intoxicated with swirling secrets 
travel throughout old neighborhoods where 

the night summons them. From cloistered rooms 
to stairs of roof top walk-ups. Which leads always 
to the most basic and worrisome desires. 

In the natural air of unrepentant stormy youth 
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charged with an electricity of sex. 

Young girls watch as their mothers kneel 

in the sacred shadow of a faience figure. 
Which glistens with comforting peace. 
Mothers now painfully aware of how 
teenagers grow and couple. 

As they reverently pray just as their mothers 
before them yet hoping to invoke 

the help of protecting saints. 





Zyskander's work has appeared in THE TAMPA REVIEW, THE NEWPORT REVIEW, 
LITERAL LATTE and various journals and anthologies. 


BLIGHT—by Robert W. Grey 


Radiation 
might arrest 
deterioration 
of the iris 

I stare 
shocked into 
her dying eye 
still beautiful 
each day 

my face 
disintegrates 





Credits: graduate of Brown and The University of Virginia; former editor of 
SOUTHERN POETRY REVIEW and co-editor of WHITE TRASH: AN ANTHOLOGY 
OF CONTEMPORARY SOUTHERN POETS (New South Co,); teaches creative writing 
at Charlotte, NC. Publications: SAVING THE DEAD (book of poems), KANSAS 
QUARTERLY, HOLLINS CRITIC, CUMBERLAND POETRY REVIEW, WILLOW 
SPRINGS, POET & CRITIC, BLACK WARRIOR REVIEW, SYCAMORE REVIEW. 
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BRUSHED SILENCE—by Edward A. Doughtery 


Charcoal darkness soaks 
the rice paper. 


It is the stone 
of ninety-nine steps 
that teaches a monk the way. 


It is red, bright 

as canna lilies or fireweed, 
that teaches the butterfly 
its name. 


From the top of Tokinojo-yama 
hills layer away 

the way ink 

enters into white. 


—Kumano, Japan 





Credits: M.F-A, Creative Writing, Bowling Green, Ohio; taught and tutored at Bowling 
Green; poetry editor of MID-AMERICAN REVIEW; volunteer director at The World 
Friendship Center of Hiroshima. Published in: FRIENDS JOURNAL, THE OTHER 
SIDE, SOJOURNERS, WEST BRANCH, MISSISSIPPI VALLEY REVIEW, ABIKO 
QUARTERLY, JAPAN ENVIRON-MENTAL MONITOR, PILGRIMAGE TO A GINKO 
TREE (bilingual edition). 


MANHATTAN AUGUST—by Raymond Mason 


Dog days and hearts of icy pig iron 
Create the steam of dank humidity 

On a narrow island of borrowed stone, 
Sitting between two rivers and two statcs, 
Aloof, indifferent to suffering, 

A ragtag hometown headquarters for some 
Ten thousand Jewish delicatessens. 





Raymond received a B.A. and M.A. from San Francisco State College, has published 
five novels in his early career, one with Fawcett and one with Belmont 
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TILL HUMAN VOICES WAKE US—by Joseph McGreevy CEDAR POINT, SANDUSKY OHIO—by Shelley Savren 


In the photo you pose in swim trunks 

toes curling into sand 

and Cedar Point’s Lake Erie blurring 

the background. I straddle your neck 

with my one-year-old legs, kicking, 

and you reach up, hold me by my hips, 

as my hands swim in your wavy black hair. 


In your arms, chest to chest, 
our mingled sperm chills 
with each breath. 


Eyes meet, we lightly 
kiss, Heartbeats T 
slow while beads of sweat drip. 


So many times I ran 

from you spanking my bottom 
or fondling it, with “affection.” 
You'd joke, but didn't dare 
touch me anywhere else. 


A door slams, 
your leg jerks, we wipe our 
stomachs and quickly dress. 





Joseph McGreevy lives in Washington, D.C., with his partner of seven years, two At ten you stopped, 

daughters, two dogs and several fish, His work has been accepted by AMELIA, then watched me with thosc iron cyes. 
CHIRON REVIEW, MAIN STREET RAG AND METRO ARTS and ENTERTAINMENT 

WEEKLY. Onc night I slept in your bcd 


because mom had a cold. 

It wasn't likc the timcs 

I crawled in between nightmares. 
This night I curled away 

scared I could get pregnant 

just sleeping with a man. 


“CARS LINE UP IN FRONT"—by Jennifer Nostrand At 16, again at Cedar Point, 
when everyone else fell asleep, 

Cars line up in front I snuck to the park 
of a summer stand for a coaster ride with a boy 
and we lick cones of homemade who smoked cigarettes, 

ES rolied his tongue inside my mouth. 
ice cream with the windows Everything I did with men 
rolled down and a round moon was a secret or a lic. 
the color of orange cake. - 


"This could bc the fifties," you laugh 

only I never felt an evening 

sing the way this August does. 

——— MM V 
Jennifer's work has appeared in numerous literary magazines and anthologies, such as 
IN THE WEST OF IRELAND, was featured poet in a recent issue of THE 


BIRMINGHAM POETRY REVIEW, and has had a chapbook published by St. Mark's 
Press, 
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You’ve been dead 16 years. 

But looking at us 

at the beach at Cedar Point 

I remember I rode your shoulders nightly 

as you climbed the stairs, bouncing me, 
singing, “High deedle, dcedle deedle dumbling,” 
delivering me to my wallpapercd room 

where Paul Bunyon and his ox Babe 

waited for your animated voice. 





Shelley Savren has published two books of poetry, GATHERING MY BELONGINGS 
and PHOTO ALBUM. Literary journal publications include: CAFE SOLO, LIBERTY 
HILL, BLUE VIOLIN and POET MAGAZINE. She won first place for the 1994 John 
David Memorial Poetry Award, third place in the 1996 Rainer Maria Rilke Poetry 
Competition, and a nomination for a Pushcart Award. 


GREAT BLUE BEACON. Quarterly newsletter for 
all writers. Writing tips, book reviews, contestnews, 


publisher listings, pithy quotations and humor. $8/ 
yt.;sample copy, $1 and SASE to Editor Andy Byers, 
1425 Patriot Drive, Melbourne, FL 32940. 








Wings Magazine, Inc. Vol. 6 No, 2 





OLD FRIENDS—By Alison Solomon 


A man calls his oldest, dearest friend over 

Into a foreign body of water 

And they do the dead man’s float 

Their bodies join at the hand and come into position 
Kneckless heads sway down, arms give in, low tide whispers in 
their ears 

The undertow takes them as they join in breath 


Old, dear friends that rest from drowning in their battles 


The waves move their float away 

Their destination shifts 

To a sccret party in a room beyond nailed shutters 

Where marble spirits turn into shining floors and high ceilings 


Old, dear friends pass by and pass through acquaintances just met 


The conversation turns to the layered history of architecture 
Thoughts turn into seething anger at the monarchy of God 

Tears fail from what was once a wounded dove that they nurse as 
small boys 

Old, old, dear friends starting to beg for thcir leave 

To take their dancing, waning flesh back 

Where the dead man’s float begins 


Old, dear friends come into position 


Salt washes the travel grime of memories 

A shadow of figures move past a church painting 

The undertow takes them under, they grab hands and go down deep 
Where Sirens have a rhythm to their song, paper melts, and they 
drown slowly from rest 


ee 
A Brooklyn based poet, playwright, actress and musician, Alison's full length play, 
REFLECTING MAGDALEN, was produced last Spring by New Perspectives Theater 
Company; she is currently developing her next play, ATTHIS She was last seen in 
"Don't Kiss Don't Tell," by Cherie Vogalstein, at Ensemble Studio Theater. The 
Women's Rites Center, The Redroom and the Nuyorican Poets Cafe, among others, 
have solicited her work. 
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FIRST LIGHT—by Mark Saba 


On summer evening the light changes 
gradually, like tinted shadows lifting 
one by one from an absent page. 


What is left, then, is another life of plants; 
their pinks, yellows, and reds inviting other worlds 
of spectators: the slender, iridescent dragonfly, 


exhausted squirrels, and those with emotions 
they never kncw they had—hosts of tight-fisted hearts 
returning from their slecping white rains, 


summer haze, or pallid spikes of dormancy 
Covered by varying degrees of darkness. 
The light, then, is a memory, a wake-up call 


to the scmi-deceascd, a short breath 
that reminds us of our first 
and carries all our days with it. 


—— a Lo m 
Mark's poetry and fiction has appeared in CONECTICUT RIVER REVIEW, SOUTH 
DAKOTA REVIEW, KENTUCKY POETRY REVIEW, PERMAFROST, JEOPARDY, 
CONFRONTATION and ELVIS IN OZ (anthology of writers from Hollins College). 
Recently, he won a contest for a long poem, JUDITH OF THE LIGHTS, at the Mellen 
Poetry Press, to be published this year. 
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EMPTINESS—by Abraham Linik 





She followed me ali day long 
and stayed overnight. 


Beneath the eyelids sleep fluttered 
her image 
flitting in and out. 


It is spring. 

We were dancing 

swaying with the wind 

her face cool against mine 

her breathing breasts full of wine. 


Awakened to night noises 
I turned towards her. 
The pillow 

was cold as stone. 


———————————————————————— 
Abraham Linik has been published in PIEDMONT. THE POETS PAGE, MIDSTREAM, 
CONNECTICUT RIVER REVIEW, BLACK BUZZARD REVIEW, SKYLARK. His work 
will appear in 1995/1996 ANTHOLOGY OF MAGAZINE VERSE & YEARBOOK OF 
AMERICAN POETRY. 
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FIRST BLOOMING--by Susan Clayton-Goldner 


Last night I dreamed my grown 
daughter into a child. 

Twelve again. She peels back 
robin's-cgg blue sheets and creeps 
into my bed. A reddish-black blossom 
crusting the hem of her flannel gown, 


My arms open to her curl. 

Spine imprinted, genetically 

cast with mine. So close 

I am no longer certain where I begin. 
New breasts push beneath her skin, 
Spring bulbs implode in rain-soaked soil. 


Again and again, I breathc when shc does 
breathe until the cradle 

of my heart rocks with her rhythm, 

and my veins tighten, like ribbons, around her. 
Fragile and white as sanity, 

I labor hard to stop the flow. 


A small shuddering sigh bubbles 
from the bony wings of her shoulders, 
à wounded bird. I weave a nest 

of her hair, apple-scented and clean. 
Bright yellow strips of cotton 
through silken, chestnut threads. 
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My womb presses against her, 

two vines, twine to this bed. 

An unborn face prints on every leaf, 

roots branching out into bone. 

In brief flashes, the moon pulls silver 
crocheted patterns across the ceiling. 





But if I speak of this, she will awaken 

a woman. Her long neck bent, 

the supple stem of a wildflower. 
Longing, like a savage wing 

that will beat and spread, a garnet heart, 
across the blue beneath us both. 





Susan's work has appeared in numerous journals, has work in the anthology, ANIMALS 
AS TEACHERS AND HEALERS, and OUR MOTHERS OURSELVES, an anthology 
released by the Greenwood Publishing Company. She has also been a finalist in several 
novel andor fiction contests. 
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J VISIT MY SECRET HEART—By Marianna Hofer 


It lies in wait. 

The paperwhites, true 

to their name, fold back 

brown tissue to burst out in clusters 
of perfect, nearly transparent flowers 
weighing down stems that tend 

to fall over, then 

recover by the next day. 


Their smell, a powder box unearthed 
and pried open, the residue escaping 
all over the table top, remains 

from ancient aunts seen only once, 
rides the warm air currents. 


It's dark and quiet there. 

The sun comes out, sends 

missives of ice and snow careening 
off the tin roof. Salt, 

strewn heavily, pocks 

the sidewalk ice, turns it 

to cold lace grown thin 

from. years of overuse, 

brittle and useless now. 


My secret heart lies 

in wait, dark and quiet, explodes 
the second I walk in, a pinwheel 
of silvers and whites spinning 
and clattering for all it's worth. 


When the trapdoor disappears back 

under the red woolen rug again, musty 

dustclouds mark its place, and 

I sleep a long time, heavy 

at first, then light, 

like in a fever. 

I no longer want 

to cry when I wake up. 

[CEN Ue TL 
Mariana teaches at the University of Findlay and does most of her writing, even 
Stories, by hand and on a typewriter. 
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TWO CHILDREN ON THE 44 EXPRESS—by Susan Richardson 





She stepped up on the bus and took 

the only empty spot 

next to a skinny freckle of a boy. 

Hugging the left-hand rail with one arm, 

She set her bag between them on the seat. 

Smail sandalled feet brake-held her where she sat 
ready to spring up off the curving edge. 

Where ankles ended, 

slim tan legs wound up and in 

beneath the soft lips of her denim shorts. 


While he, admiring black straps ribboning 

her back, wiped an open palm across his mouth, 
Checked to sce the driver looking out, 

men in front rcading news or magazines, 

the couple still asleep across the aisle— 

and combed a roving cowlick with his hand. 


ee 


Susan has published poems, stories and essays in numerous magazines, such as 
FAULTINE, EXCURSUS, MAIN STREET, RAG POETRY JOURNAL, LAST TANGOS, 
FIRST LIGHT and WESTVIEW. 
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9TH STREET CAFE—by Bobbie Saunders 


The lady 

in the 

corner 

with 
boardinghouse 
eyes 


Never 
knew 

true love, 
only its 
facsimile 


The taste 
of the 
man 

still 
lingers 
on 
cigarette 
stained 
lips 


The vision 
murky 
asa 
cloudy 
cup of 
coffee 


The morning 
after. 





Bobbie's poetry has appeared in HAIGHT ASHBURY LITERARY JOURNAL, ICON, 
THE HIGGINSVILLE READER, 13TH MOON, PERCEPTIONS, THE PLASTIC 
TOWER, FOX CRY, and THE VILLAGER. Her collection of poems called ILLUSIONS 


was published by Wyndham Hall Press in 1990. 
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POPULARITY—by G. Scott Hughes 


Sparkling clean 
homecoming queen 
candidates are 
everywhere on campus. 
One rushes me & puts 
a flyer in my hand: 
“Hi. Vote for me.” 

I look at her 

& the flyer: 

“Convince me." 

Her smile left: 

“No. Just vote for me.” 
Her flyer goes 

in my back pocket: 
^C'mon sweetie, 

you must have 

a schmaltzy speech 

on why I should 

vote for you." 

She touches blonde hair, 
licks rcd lips: 

"Juuusst vote for me." 
I go into 

the student center, 
grab a ballot 

& forget who 

to vote for. 


G. Scott Hughes! work will appear in SPILLWAY #6, THE BLACK CROSS, 
EXCURSUS JOURNAL and MEDICINAL PURPOSES. 
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MUCILAGE MAY BE GOOD FOR YOU-by James C. Sullivan 











Postmasters will tell you that you don't have to lick their stamps these days. You 
can use the post office’s litile-sponge-in-the-the-glass-bow] found on lobby tables or, 
alternatively, purchase the self-adhesive first-class postage, 

In my experience, when needed, the sponge is either sopping wet or dry as a bone 
in the Sahara Desert. As for that sticking stamp, yes, you can buy them if the postal 
clerk hasn't run out of his meager supply already, and if you need those stamps in 
multiples of ten, 

No wetting is required for the stamp to stick, that's true. Just peel it off the paper 
backing and put the stamp on the piece to be mailed Your tongue doesn’t need to 
become engaged at all unless, of course, you wish to converse with someone while 
putting that stamp to use. 

Tm staying away from this so-called modern-day stamp, however. I don’t want to 
lose any health benefit to be derived from licking postage stamps. That's also the main 
reason I refuse to usc the post office sponge. 

Several times now, fellow postal patrons have noticed me licking stamps. Many 
have immediately inquired, “Why don't you employ the sponge provided or use those 
new self-sticking stamps?” 


For one reason or another, mainly force of habit I'd guess, people stil lick stamps to 
Put on their letters, greeting and holiday cards, and regular postcards. ‘Thousands, 
Probably closer to millions, of Americans do the same at least once a week, sometimes 
more fiequently. Just visit a U.S. post office Monday through Saturday. Men and 
Women, young and old, will be found there, throughout the day (not the same people 
naturally), licking stamps despite the sponge provided and the self-adhesive stamps" 
availability. Anyway, as pointed out by that janitor mentioned earlier, stamp lickers are 
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sure healthy looking. 


if you 
know what I mean. And if the sender derives a health benefit in the process, so much 
the better. 


Oo 
| 


Jim Sullivan took up writing eleven years ago, which he says, “has enhanced my 


existence immeasurably. He's been published in PACIFIC COAST JOURNAL, SATIRE, ff 


MOSTLY MAINE, TUCUMCARI LITERARY REVIEW, RACONTEUR, and others. His 
mentor in humor is Robert Benchley. 
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HOT AIR RISES—by David Witherspoon 
February 16, 1997 


Zero degrees at dawn, trace of new snow. Steam rises in sunlight. Frozen trees 
sparkle. Iridescent snow-powder floats in blue air. A Dekalb County policeman snores in 
the bunk below me, Three of them snowshoed over the Boulevard, this one distressed with 
exhaustion and a numb foot. Almost thirty, just married, wife pregnant, doing desk work 
since a woman rearended him and hurt his neck so that now he always carries Darvon. 
She had no insurance and no family and committed suicide the next night 

Frightened by deep snow and cold, he spoke of once last year being near here: 
hippies at Alum Cave blowing dope and everything else, a regular love-in, weirdos, His 
wife was too sensitive for birth control pills, he said, and the inter-uterine device gave her 
fits. Soon as he took it out, bang! “If anything happened to me she'd die, she'd just dic" 
February 17 

Bright day of white trees, blue sky, white-light snow. The two cops haven't come for 
their friend yet, Scramble, the squirrel, sits by my foot, between me and the cleaned up 
saucepan, breathing. He is swift, strong, bursting with energy. He scratches his jaw with a 
hind leg, a fury of kicks like a fluttertongued quarter note, gone. His every gesture is all 
art and is lost, 
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sniffing and looking, moving in s small circle before going on. Nothing had disturbed the 
snow atop the log. 


by couples. "That's my goal in life right now,” he said. 

Carried the pack down city strects, crossing avenues by colored light signals, to brother 
Bill's office on’campus. The wheel rolls until it encounters an obstruction. To man this 
means the obstructions should be removed. A child runs quickly to a stream by the railroad 
tracks, scizes a fistsize rock, flings it vigorously. Splish says the current. The boy 
searches for another to throw. 


Our temporality is not a predicament but a function. We pass time, 


One's peer group constantly changes and if one pays no attention to it one soes groups | 


like a wind-blown ripple crossing a lake of consciousness, the nochange of change and the 
ubiquity of points of view, The coughing of a random audience during Jean Pierre 
Rampel's concert at the University of Tennessee. 


the shack and sets her afloat. She drifts out into the windeea, battered silly by shocks of 
air. A roar goes up from the throng of fir trees in the gap, riding the night surf 


——__—_____ —— |J 


David Witherspoon worked in the mid-1970's as winter caretaker for LeConte Lodge in 
Great Smoky Mountains National Park. 
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RAPUNZEL--by Blair T. Birmelin 





each other, even to the brightness that mimics the sun itself; Only I who tilled this plot 
and planted it know what grows where. I could find my way around it in the dead of 
night if I had to. 

I wait for him in a comer of the wall, in a slice of shade, meantime watching bugs 
trace their aimless course over the roughened plaster. | arn as patient as the spider that 
waits above me, quivering on its web up under the overhang of the roof—not in a hurry, 
no, never in a hurry, each meal seeming some sort of divine coincidence, contingent on 
no more than a breath or a blink, if that 

The man has visited my garden every day for a week now, each day an hour earlier, 
as if an addiction were driving him to it The first time he had at least the grace to wait 
until dusk—barely, I thought some other sort of animal had caused the disturbance, until 


What bravado? Such a pathetic little boy of a man. 
That night and each night after as I lay on my bed, I pictured him undressed and 
standing, before me, with his scrawny chest and the knotted muscles in his arms and the 


garden, the miscrable creature, to dig up my bellflowers onc by onc? There's a stand of 
them grows in the comer opposite me, and every year they come up thicker. Had he but 
asked, he might have taken them all and welcome. But they are mine, and he is stealing 
them. Is it the flowers that he wants, or the roots, which some say cure a stomach ache? 
Or does the fool think I have a cache of gold buried there? 


He can reproduce his kind, though, and it was on that business that he came, or 
Something to do with it He said his wife was with child and that spying my rampion 


32 
Se ee 7 


Wings Magazine, Inc. Vol. 6 No. 2 l 





We faced each other—he was there in front of my eyes, caught in my shaking || 
in his fear, and yet I had the sense of his having escaped me. rr erus b 
or doubled back the way an animal pursued will double back so that it is no longer the 
chased but neither is it the pursuer, not yet; something like that. 

ip ke Win was wif eo Was this what he had said? At that he 
seemed to ide himself. “A child,” 1 ing to him 
shook his head. Poe tore tese M i 

This was sport indeed, or at least that's how I saw it. He was no less afraid, that 1 || 
could have sworn—more so when I described what I was going to do to him. At that, 
his teeth rattled and his breath caught in his throat so that I thought he'd go off before 1 
laid a hand on him. Still, at the same time he was not there. I could explain it to 
myself no other way. 
: “Here are my pretty flowers you have tom up,” I screamed, trying to work myself 
Into a proper anger. "And my soil you have dug up.” And I saw my own form as it 
might be mirrored in his eyes, saw the mockery 1 made of flesh and blood, as 1 could 
make a mockery of any form I chose to take. “There is nothing I cannot make of 
myself,” I muttered to him, for it was not in his power to change, though it was very 
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much in his power to make another like himself 


“You have stolen my rampion,” I shrieked. “Now give me your child” 
At that I had the sense that his fear no longer mattered to him, that nothing 


"Have mercy,” he wheezed. As Gol Dobe esi Os Eu SRR 
for it is not yet bom.” 

I shook him until his teeth rattled. 

He said: “Have mercy, good woman, Think of my wife, a woman like you, and 
his her first-born.” 

At that 1 flung him from me, saw him sprawled at my foet still clutching his 


ad nothing that one could call a body, T was like a rag doll, with only the outer 
appearance of torso and limbs; my skin was not skin; my breathing was a ruse, my 
ating pure destruction, as if my lips and tongue and teeth were no more than a stage set 
tonting empty eir. 

“God save me,” he whispered, staring. “You aren’t a woman nor of woman bom.” 
Jis mouth worked. The sight of me had made him sick. 

Where is he? It is past noon, well past. A fitful breeze blows, heavy with the 
cent of heated earth and the sweetness of my flowers. ‘Things are beginning to own 
heir shadows again, and still I wait, thinking of my child, thinking of the perfect beauty 
shall possess. She will come into bloom, and her eyes will be clear, her limbs well- 
ormed, and her hair like a torrent of gold. But as the shadows lengthen, it comes to me 
hat her perfection is embedded in imperfection, now in hard unripeness, later in waste 
nd rot, Like all her kind, she is not what she will be, and what she will be cannot last. 

After all, what is a child compared to one who endures forever? 1 am what I am. 
alone am that and I am always that. I do not bloom, but neither do I rot 

I think that now the sun has set, he will not come. 


meere e 
Mair T. Birmelin has published two novels with Schocken Books, THE SUPER- 
NTENDENT and THE DEAD WOMAN'S SISTER and has writien criticism on the 
isual arts and on literature for many publications including THE NATION, ART IN 
IMERICA, THE LITERARY REVIEW, THE MASSACHUSETTS REVIEW and various 
ewspapers around the country. 
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LOST BOYS--by Mary Ann Savage 


There was a fringed cover over the card table, and the crystal ball sat on 
a pedestal over a blue dish filled with water. “I like the water, for a deeper, 


sensed lis confusion, the painful self doubt that drove him to her booth “Touch will 
connect the two of us to my vision.” 

She hoped a sight would come, some flash of knowledge so that she would not, 
have to rely entirely on intuition for her message. She put her hand across the tips of his 


slightly dangerous impression she tried to give clients. In reality, it was the result of an. 
accident cutting cabbages, in the produce department.at Safeway, where Stacy first 
seat that abo, cleri rey things about people that they weren't telling, even future 
events. 

The reading went well; to her relief, Stacy actually had a vision, a sense of the | 


young man that Anastasia could convey to him in suitably ambiguous terms. The yomg 1 


woman in his life was almost certainly pregnant, and was there another child, a daughter, | 
perhaps, from some other liaison? j 
She asked about a daughter, and the young man blushed. “When | was 
seventeen...] don’t see her.” 
And you won't sec your son from this time, Stacy thought, seeing a solemn, dark- 


eyed child holding a toy lion. Another child alone. Her own hunger for a child stabbed — | 


at her; surely he could feel a pain so strong through her fingers. She felt an urge to take —— | 
her hand away, but did not do it | 

“These ties of blood!” Anastasia intoned. “They are strong, strong ties—ties that 
do not disappear.” | 

“And the woman?" She asked. “The woman whose hair is long and braided, I am ! 
not seeing her face. Her shoes are in sandals.” 

“Melinda.” 

"This Melinda...I wonder, There is love here, yes, I see passion, But I see 
Pparting...but which of you is leaving?” 

Stacy saw that passion clearly, the young man and woman who did not like one 
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another but loved, so very greedily, and now they had made a child 

“Probably me,” the young man admitted “I don't have a job. My friend can get 
me on where he works in Utah, or I'll maybe join the Navy. There’s nothing for me 
here.” 

Nothing but a woman. A little boy. 

“What does your vision see for me? Which should I do? The job in Utah or the 
Navy?” 

Anastasia brought her gaze up from the crystal ball again, as from the depths of the 
sea. 

“You must be your own ruler,” she told him gravely. “I can tell you the vision, but 
you must be the choice maker.” She was reminding herself of this, as well as telling 
him. 


She locked at her lined hand, lying across his smooth well-endod fingas. She 
could tell the truth, the truth which would not be welcome. Why not? 

“I can see that you are most pulled by Navy,” she heard herself say. It was true; 
the ocean was a trucr sctting for him. “The sca is calling you. You are only pulled by 
money in the other work.” 

The young man's hand moved, He did not think of money as “only.” 

“You are surrounded by forces pulling your will this way and that" And more of 
them, soon. “Your young woman, what does she think?" 

“not really my woman.” Had he muttered the words, or was she hearing his 
thought? 

Stacy’s inner vision retumed to the small boy, standing alone, in front of a bank of 
apartments, watching a line of ants along the sidewalk. A wistful feeling filled her. 
When there was a child involved, her vision would never move away from the little one. 

Anastasia looked up, breaking the vision. She looked carnesily at the young man. 
He gazed at the Gypsy seeress, but it was Stacy, who dropped her veil, and met his gaze 
with sad eyes and a serious smile. She was the seeress, whether she wanted to be or not, 
and she needed to speak to him now. 

“There will be a child,” she said bluntly. “A boy.” 

Usually she was not so specific. People believed you when you were vague, found 
ways to discount the vision when it said too much. 

The young man swallowed, broke eye contact, began to pull his hand away. He did 
not want to believe her. 

Stacy closed her fingers around his and put out her other hand to hold his firmly. 
“This is a time for you to think clearly, Andrew. It is one of those times...” 

Andrew started and Stacy remembered he had not told her his name. “Pm sorry,” 
she blurted. “I didn’t know I even knew it until now.” 

She went on. “Andrew, this is one of those times in a life when the roads are 
many, the choice is crucial. You must look deeply into your self and find the path...the 
life you can value most, the life you can take pride in.” 

He was looking disappointed, and his eyes kept flicking to his captive hand. “He 
wants to leave," thought Stacy. “In a minute I'll have to let him leave.” 

Before he could speak, she continued. “I did not see great wealth for you, or great 
joy, on any path And, to be truthful, I did not see you walk into your future with that 
young woman who wishes her future tied to yours. My vision..zmy vision kept returning 
to the small boy, holding his lion...” 

“And the sea was calling.” He was grasping for a place to put his decision. 
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“The sea calling, yes,” said Stacy. He did not want to hear about the child. 

There was a silence between them. Stacy relaxed her fingers, and Andrew 
withdrew his hand, rose to leave. 

“It is a privilege to mise a child,” childless Stacy whispered from her heart 

“Thad a toy lion,” Andrew mumured simultaneously. 


heal. 





Mary Ann Savage worked as a therapist for children and adolescents. She's currently 
in collaboration with another writer on a collection of short fiction, and is finishing a 
fictional work about a residential treatment center. 
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A RENTED ROOM-by Emily Friedman 


I was sitting in our little kitchen with the yellow peeling wallpaper that looked 
pancakes on the little stove that made a strange clicking sound whenever you tumed it 
on, My sister Jane was sitting at the long wooden table across from me. She looked 
awful. Her brown curly hair was strewn all over, and her face was stained red from 
crying. 

“How could he do that to me,” she moaned. Her boyfriend had just kicked her out. 


mother. That is entirely another story. This one takes place when I was only eleven 
years old. 
I could see my brother David come stumbling into the kitchen. He was holding his 


go to college with grades and scholarships. I traded them in for friends who had no 
ambitions in life, and didn’t care about anything, 

David sat beside me at the table, and I asked him,”How come you got drunk? 
Don’t you know that it’s bad to drink when you're underage?" 

“Shut up Mindy, your screeching is making my head feel worse,” David answered. 

1 shut my mouth like he told me to. I did everything he told me to do because I 
had always respected him in a way. He was always disobedient, and got in trouble ever 
since he was bom. 1 admired that because I did everything that adults told me to do. I 
always followed the rules, until I got older. 
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My dad heard what David had said and roared, "Don't you talk to your sister like 


My mom came over to comfort her. 

“Stop your sniveling and go home, We have enough kids here already,” my dad 
said. 

He had been jealous of Jane ever since she started dating this smart kid from 
Boston. I don’t know what he saw in my sister. My dad was upset when Jane said 
that she was too embarrassed to have her boyfriend come to our house when my dad 


asked her to invite him to dinner. He was hurt, and he started crying. That was the first — ||| 


time in my life that I ever saw him cry. The both of us never forgave Jane for doing 
that. 

My mom looked at my dad and yelled,” Be quiet, Jane needs a lot of support right 
" 


because my dad would never hit any of us. 

“Throw up in the bathroom, you sorry little urchin!” My dad yelled in an 
carsplitting tone. 

He then grabbed my brother by the collar of his shirt, and threw him out of the 
kitchen. A knock on the door interrupted all the chaos. I jumped from my chair to 
answer the door. 1 opened the door and a young man was standing there, 

“Hi kid, are your parents home?” He asked me. He was very thin, and was 
wearing glasses on his face. He had holes in his jeans and was wearing a jacket that 
looked like it needed mending. He had thick black hair that needed washing, I looked 
down and noticed that he was carrying a large easel in one hand and a suitcase in the 
other, 

“Are you an artist?” I asked in an excited voice, 

“Well, yes I am,” he answered. 

I had never been exposed to art or anything of that sort. My parents said that they 
couldn't waste their money on art museums, or the theater, Living in a poor 
neighborhood meant that the schools didn’t have enough money for art or music. I was 
about to not let him in because my parents had taught me not to speak to strangers, but 
then I remembered that he was here to rent Jane’s old room, so that my parents could 
have some extra money. 

I led him to the Kitchen, and my dad yelled out, “Hi, you're here to rent the room, 
aren't you?” He was very excited, 
ag A Ion Pan Newman, te once young man aia, Se eene Cee 

Jane looked up wiping the tears from her face and cried out, “I’m pregnant,” and 
then she ran out of the room. 
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David entered the kitchen, asking.” What the hell is her problem?" 

My dad pushed by David, ignoring his comment, and shouted to Jane, “What do 
you mean you're pregnant? You're not even marmied!” 

David knew that this was the reason why Jane's boyfriend kicked her out, and he 
couldn't help laughing. Jane had always told us that she was going to many this 
medical student, and live the life, while we would be stuck in this dump forever. It is 
very ironic how I escaped this place, but she never did She didn’t work hard in school, 
because she thought that a rich young man would rescue her from this place. She had 
always lived in a fantasy world. 

My dad locked at David and shouted, “Shut up you bum. You don't do anything 
except watch tv. and get into trouble with the police.” 


“That was only once, and stop laughing Mindy!" David shouted. 

We all looked towards Barry expecting him to run out that second, but he just stood 
there, 

“Well, if you still want to stay, the rent is very cheap, and you'll have your own 
bathroom,” My dad said in his most convincing voice, 

Barry then locked around the room and said, “Sure, I'll stay. I really need 
somewhere to stay and besides all of you remind me of my family. I’ve been homesick 
ever since I left home.” 





Emily Friedman lives in Huntington Woods, Michigan. She attends Berkley High 


School, and is in the tenth grade. Besides writing short stories, she also enjoys 
drawing and painting. She plans a future career in writing. 
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THE LIGHT AROUND MY BODY--by Laura Stearns 


Once I loved a man who claimed to see the light around my body. His name was 
Devon and he lived in a cabin within the woods that bordered my parents’ land, twenty 
acres in rural Washington that were covered with patches of skunk cabbage and ponds 
the color of coffee. In the winter, Devon would shoot the snow out of the fir trees with 
his rifle, the gunshot ringing across the miles to our house. My mother would look up 
fom her ironing and sigh, my father would drop his newspaper to the floor and swear, 
“That damn guy, one day he’s going to kill someone.” Soon the sheriff would arrive in 


his cupped hands. When the relationship failed soon after, she fled east with their child, 
and he found his way to the cabin, squatting in it until its ailing owner sold it to him for 


for you for one thing,” Brenda said, twisting her hair around a hot roller. “And he'd 
make a lousy husband.” 

For many years, my relationship with Devon consisted of nothing more than me 
delivering baked goods to his door while concocting wild escapades in my head which ` 
always ended in marriage and children. Sometimes I would arrive just as the woods were 
taking on the flourdust light of early evening. We would sit on his porch and talk, our 
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voices occasionally silenced by a passing train. Devon would always get a milky faraway 
look in his eyes when a train passed. "Did you hear that?” he would say, “I love that 
sound.” When I casually remarked to my mother that I had found his cabin in complete 
disarray 7⁄4 jeans strewn on the floors and backs of chairs, a greasy tractor engine 
dismantled on the floor, bedsheets coiled and dirty —she replied that perhaps the ladies at 
church were right when they said he buried his money in Mason jars. 


Once after a long aftemoon at Devon’s, I arrived home to find Brenda, who was 
recuperating from a cold, waiting for me on the front porch. Her snow boots were caked 
with mud. The flannel nightgown that she had recently received from the Sears catalog 
hung below her coat. 

“Boy are you in deep trouble,” she said, her matemal instincts soaring. “Mom 
thought you ran away with Hobo Man.” 

"He's not a hobo,” I said “And his name's Devon." 

Brenda eyed me suspiciously. “Did he kiss you? You know he could be arrested 
for kissing a minor.” 

Not Jong after that Devon announced that he was readying for his move to the Lost 
Coast, He said he was tired of our snowy winters and wanted to live among people who 
would appreciate his latest vocation—reading auras, Still a senior in high school and 
uncertain about college, I couldn't imagine life without him. More than anything I 
wanted him to invite me to go with him. He didn’t. At our last meeting, he told me that 
my aura was a mishmash of intense and muted colors that he found endlessly interesting, 
T clung to the hope that this would at least provide him reason to write me. Again, 
nothing. 


I didn't go out of my parents’ house for days. Instead, [ sat in a tub of water 
surrounded by burning candles. I wouldn't answer the telephone or door. For hours I 
stared into a photograph of my family at a picnic in the 1930s. ‘The picture was taken at 
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uncle's farm. A soft brown hue clings to everything, as if the camera lens had 
toc iroaded with mist or gauze The men in the picture are playing cards, their white 
slecves rolled up, ties loosened at their necks. The women are holding babies. If the 
women’s mouths were to open, speak to me through the years of shoebox storage and 
dust, I know what they would say, “You must be strong.” I meant to show this picture 
to Devon before he moved away. I wanted to ask him if my relatives had lights around 
their bodies, and if they did, what it was they had done to make them last so long, 


eS ————Md——— 
Laura Stearns has published her work in SEATTLE REVIEW, SOUTHERN POETRY 
REVIEW, HUBBUB, and CUTBANK. Her poems were part of the Poetry Bus Project ! 
and her writing was displayed at the Crucible Steel Gallery in San Francisco. 
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BACK ROADS—by Maria Pollack 


the distant hills, unblemished by the salt and dirt spray of the plow trucks and blanketed 
by more than four feet of snow, sometimes, have the smooth curved appearance of the 
sides of a young girl’s small, soft breasts. 

His house, a small brick one story family home, is just past a dairy farm which has 
been for sale for more years than I can keep an accurate count of. Sometimes, he and I 
walk down the road together past the apple orchard, where in the spring the trees arc 
weighted down with an overabundance of white blossoms, to the bottom land of the 
farm. We can hear the calves crying forlomly for their mothers, and when the wind 
picks up a bit, we can smell the diesel of the tractors mixed in with the odor of manure 
and the scent of clover, 

Our relationship is different now. When I was younger we would drive in his truck 
into the city, catch a movie, or go to a small coffee house where the fiddle tunes of 
Ireland or the tight harmonies and driving rhythms of the Tennessee Mountains made our 
feet tap. We had more freedom then. 

Now, there is his son, my husband, and his girlfriend to consider. We jump when 
the phone rings. We raise ourselves on our elbows from where we lie to watch a car’s 


Franciscan order with a heavy white cord, knotted three times at its end, symbolic of 


their vows—poverty, celibacy, and obedience—-which encircled their thick waists, had us 


eyed Saint Anthony, or a smiling, red checked Saint Francis—on one side and a prayer, 


to that particular saint, pleading for assistance, care, or guidance on the other side. 


cxisply pressed trousers, stood at the top of the stairs which were covered with a dark 
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blus carpet and ran steeply and dangerously down a dark passageway to a pool of light 








Maria Pollack has had short fiction published in THE DETROIT JEWISH NEWS, THE 
LITTLE MAGAZINE, and THE LOYALHANNA REVIEW. 
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WHIRLPOOL--by Joe Del Priore 





ra nursing home. All the others are dista blurred memories. How many kids from 
junior high are still in your whirlpool?” 
I guess he was saying in a roundabout way, high school friendships don’t count for 
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And never came up. 

1 keep replaying that image of the awkward fourtoen year old in full gear like some 
dutiful warrior splashing into the battlefield hoping to win the war inside him, and 
returning at ease with who he was, a philosopher and seeker, unfortunately raised on the 
wrong edge of the sea. 








a 
Joe Del Priore is a journalist who has published over three hundred pieces in the past 
twelve years. He's currently a contributor to THE HUDSON CURRENT, a Hoboken 
weekly. 
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AMBUSH--by Tom Juvik 





A Hollywood night, sunwarmed earth cooking upward through the conerete, surreal 
neon-lit darkness. When Rob Vogel departs the air-conditioned hotel room, he feels as 
though he is plunging into old bath water that has grown sour from everyone who has 
been steeping there before him. 

__ He tries not to think of his wife and children living twelve hundred miles north in 


fight his way out by himself sd en mdi Bow tush le wages he never ssid i 
be done with any of it 

When Rob looks in the mirror, he sometimes sees himself brown-eyed and 
ingenuous, a child who has somehow begun balding and stooping toward middle age. 
‘That the war has become box office hit entertainment is not a good reason for him to 
allow it to become more than just an occasional nightmare, But the money. After years 
bi bo i or mieng mena He ae beet qe movie will justify it for all 


of a woman, all legs, sleek and brown, st stalking game in a eather mini skit She is 
beautiful and frightening, desirable and ugly, all in a few paces. As with everything hc 
has seen in L.A., he feels that if he were to look any longer, he would turn to stone. 
“Watch out, you stupid sonofubitch.” A voice hurled from a Camaro roaring around 
the comer as he steps from the curb. 
Rob crosses ap E ‘es, yes, The advice is good. No 





police helicopter circles a few city blocks away, battering the atmosphere in a way that 
grates against Rob's spine and turns his shoulder blades against one another. He must 
make time to locate an apartment further down the freeway, maybe in Studio City, it 
cannot all be this way. 


His veins ache with apprehension so that he must remind himself he is only going 
to the store for a six-pack. But he has been here lang enough to learn that the only 
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constant is the single and overwhelming whir of tires against pavement, tread wearing 
away without anyone stopping to think where it has gone, dying from it with every 
breath. 

Someone scuttles up close to his elbow. “Help me out, buddy. Gimme a buck. 
You gotta have a buck.” 

The panhandler swarms in a comer of this eyes, like a a flock of of cows gathering over 





see ia vad bs e bs tol a cam bare ce Vans do cig df 
his M-16. 
_ He has stumbled into the wrong place, and he attempts to hurry past it it undetected. 


sound of Sergeant Perkle's voice rasping from that doorway in the night, the surreal feel 
of his hand against his elbow, One more ambush. 


Tom Juvik has published his work extensively, including: SEATTLE REVIEW, 
KARAMU, THE MACGUFFIN, STORY, and MADISON REVIEW. He has won many 
awards including the Hackney Literary Award. He works as a social studies teacher at 


South Kitsap High School, in the state of Washington. 
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THE NAMING--by Bayard 


‘The painter dreams in technicolor, explosions of flame red, rose tyrian, alizarin 
crimson, cadmium. yellow, golden yellow, yellow ochre, azure blue, ultramarine, cobalt 


gérer meridies MEER ES ii 
hand and eye as great globs of oily color are splashed delightedly across a great blank 
universe of canvas. 

Awake he asks himself, "How do I make a friend?” Hands stained grey hold his 
head. His nose mashed in his palms sniffs frightened flesh. “I’ve never been good with 
people,” he complains, his eyes closed, wishing for the e comfort of sleep, the mask of 


now, in desperate need of a subject. T 1 could remember your face I could scratch it itin 
paint on this canvas, but you are a blur of blue eye shadow and pink lipstick. 

Asleep, entwined in Fauvist haystacks, fresh cut wheat stinking of dust and musk 
and dreaming of bread, his gaggle of colorful friends poke fun, laughing wide s smiles of 
‘bright white teeth. Barking, “ ee e ben the lost man tee hee,” as they fly a 


Ta 'aylor's Earl 


a 
sparkling. Behind your eyes are answers to questions I dare not ask and more of a man, 
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so much a a mystery, without a name. What is your name? What is your name? Why 





Pn a wu ket in, 2j id side by side, wordless, looking in the gallery 
window. Frozen faceless moments drag shoeless feet across the dunes of time. Blisters 
rise as silence sucks the breaths of babes beyond crib death. Brown bags raise a soggy 
‘sweat in the painter’s palms, He is reminded and stammers, “breakfast”, holding the 
bags aloft 

The lost man looks silly, souffing his feet. His full pouty lips quiver, as if words 
wanting birth attempt form. 

‘The painter imagines kisses. Warm, soft, like cating butterflies. Opening brown. 
bags, their rattle, an unnatural racket, jet planes blasting off, flying reverse V through 
enemy air space, shatter all illusions. 

Sandwiches, gleaming in white paper wrapping, oaze splotches of hot grease. 
Animal fat, hot and sticky, a thin vapor panting a semi-sexual caress, anoint the lost 


man’s senses. 

Holding out a sandwich the painter mumbles, “1 didn't know what to get so I got 
fried egg on a roll. Everyone likes fried egg on a roll. You like fried egg on a roll?” 

Sitting on the sidewalk beside the painter, shoulders touching, their backs straight 
against the cold red brick of the building, the lost man wonders, “How did he know? 
Fried egg on a roll, my favorite.” 

The lost man has trouble forming words he wants to say. Has trouble le looking up, 


Eb irl bs pcos Glee ed tee Wl ea a a a money back 
guarantee." 

“I hope you like orange,” says the painter, holding out a paper cup with a plastic 
lid. “It's fresh squeezed.” 

‘The lost man’s face flickers a riot of lightning bugs, twinkling on a romantic 
summer’s night The paper cup sweats a miracle of Madonna tears, fragrant of lilac, 
neither notice, as silent shudders rend each, as fingers touch for seconds only then pull 
away afraid, excited 

The lost man unwraps his sandwich, the white paper buzzing like excited drones 


hinting S aria e face he wants to spit the sandwich from his mouth but is 
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frightened he will offend. "Not so clever this psychic, $3.99 a minute,” be thinks, then 
swallows with distaste, 

The painter notices the lost man’s unease, a sandwich untouched after one bite, 
getting cold sitting in its greasy bed of paper. The painter unwraps his sandwich and 
takes a bite. As quickly he spits it back mto the wrapping. “I forgot the catsup,” he 
laughs, “these things are poison without it” He pulls handfuls of foil packets from his 
pockets and builds a mountain. 

A certain silent glee permeates. ‘The lost man zealously reaches, bites the tip of one 


aetna tub Ele ets ipa yd Catsup squirts into his mouth, 
red, runny sweet and spicy, coats his mouth, engulfing his taste buds. He swallows 
joyfully. 


Ripping open dozens, he hefis the top from his sandwich and squeezes them on. A | 


blood bath of catsup runs red amok. The lost man’s mouth, cheeks and fingers slather, 
as catsup oozes from his sundwich with every bite. 

‘The painter joins the bloodshed. Tearing open foil packets, laying thick layers of 
catsup across fried egg, between the white fluff of his bun, he gnaws hungrily through 
his sandwich Greedily masticating sandwich, they slurp juice and suck catsup from 
fingers. 

Revelry like worship dances across contented faces. The lost man would like to 


“Tomorrow,” blurts the painter, nodding his head with a frenzy. “If we meet I 
should know your name. What is your name?” 

What joy blessed the lost man's face flees. His chipped tooth smile clatters to the 
street and is blown away in a breeze. Shrugging, he thinks, “I don’t know”, and tries to 
form words on trembling silent lips. 

“T have to call you something. We can’t assemble and not know our names! You 
must have a name? Everyone bas to have a name.” 

The lost man looks near explosion. He trembles powerless against reason. A voice 
screaming, in his skull taunts, “Tell him, tell him, tell him you don't know." But words 
don’t oome. “Why doesn't he know?” He asks himself, a tear evaporating down his 
cheek. "He's known everything else.” 

“John Doe,” sighs the painter. “A lost man without a name won't do. You're 
neither a john or a doe, Johns are hooker’s tricks. Does are deer. Your sexuality is 
apparent. Tricks are pathetic sexual pawns." 

“Tm no pawn,” thinks the lost man with a nod 

“And though you have the look of a deer caught in the headlights of an eighteen 
wheeler, you're lighter, flightier, like an insect." 

“I'm no insect,” thinks the lost man with a frown. 

“Like a mosquito,” grins the painter, “with a ring of warm blood around your 
mouth” He extends his fingers and wipes catsup from the lost man’s lips. Fingers 
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touching lips send shivers down spines. "Your name is Mosquito, Mosquito Jones” 

“Odd,” thinks Mosquito, but smiles as the words, “Thank you for my name,” blast 
dynamite across his lips. 





Bayard s writing has been published extensively, including: THE JAMES WHITE 
REVIEW, RFD, HALF TONES TO JUBILEE, ICONOCLAST and LYNX EYE. 


$16 per year (3 issues) | 86-37 120th Street #2D 

Samples: $6 Richmond Hill, New York, 

Make checks payable 11418 USA 

to: Poet to Poet [718] 776-8853 
E-Mail: scarptp@usa.pipeline.com 
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PLAYS 


HAMLET'S REAL PROBLEM-by Robert W. Witt 








The Characters: 
Hamlet, dressed in modem casual sete 


‘The setting 
An empty theater anywhere 
‘The stage is bare except for two straight-backed chairs. 


(As the LIGHTS come up, HAMLET is is seated in one of the chairs, staring 
motosely into space. HORATIO is pacing a few feet away. After a moment HAMLET 
speaks as though to himself.) 

HAMLET: “Not having that which baving makes them short” (sighs). 


which, if I had, would make my hours seem short. 

HORATIO: God, when are you going to get over this? 1 absolutely cannot believe 
that 

HAMLET: “There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, / Than are dreamt 
of in losophy.” Besides, it was your idea, 

DATO, Tt was not my idea for you to fall in love, (Pause) I did suggest the 
idea of trying to get into another play, yes. But you are always so restless when we're 
not ina a production; I was trying to come up with something for you to do, something to 
entertain you. 

HAMLET: And I’m grateful. It was wonderful. You even suggested Othello, 
remember? 

HORATIO: The play, yes, not the man. I meant for you to be one of the extras. 
God, 1 had no idea you'd be Desdemona. 

HAMLET: (Sighing) It was wonderful. It was— 

HORATIO: It was a lark, and now it's time to forget it 


HAMLET: l'l never forget. Humh, maybe 1 was too forward, too quick to . . 
ast a eae le cates uelle Ha 
thou wilt woo"— 

HORATIO: I said stop that. Those are Juliet’s lines. I suppose now you're going 
after Romeo. 

HAMLET: That chicken? Not my type. 

HORATIO: No, | suppose not now. 

HAMLET: When one has had the ultimate . 

HORATIO: God. T'I never hear the last of this. 

HAMLET: “Although I joy in thee, / I have no joy of this contract tonight. / It is 
too rash, too unadvised"— 
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HORATIO: Stop it! That’s Juliet again Another line or two, and you'll be in that 
play for sure. 
HAMLET: I suppose you're right. And there really is no one in that play I'm. 


ever suggested such a thing. I'm afiaid there'll be no end to it now that you've leamed 
you can do it 

HAMLET: Just think of the possibilities . . . humh, let me see... No, there's 
only one. 1 can never again care for anyone else. 

HORATIO: Oh, God. That's what you said about Don, remember? 

HAMLET: Who's Don? 

HORATIO: That stagehand from the last production Don’t tell me you've. 
forgotten? 

HAMLET: Oh, him No, I haven't forgotten. But this is different—this is . 


HAMLET: Never. (Getting up and pacing) But you're right—I really am restless 
when we're not in production. Look at this empty stage, this darkened auditorium. It 
drives me bananas. 

HORATIO: It won't be long. We're never out of production for very long at a 
time. 

HAMLET: That's true, God, think what it'd be like to be in KING JOHN or 
HENRY THE EIGHTH. 

HORATIO: If we were out of production as long as those plays are, you'd be a 
basket case. And I would, too, trying to deal with you. 
wi MET: Now, though, I hope we are out a while longer. J just have to go 

HORATIO: No! You must not You must not tamper with reality. 

HAMLET: I did, and nothing’s happened. 1 mean we're still in the right play, 
aren’t we? And he is too, 

HORATIO: But we don’t know what might happen. Everything seems all right 
now, but you must not try it again. You might change the whole course of history. 

HAMLET: But it was— 

HORATIO: Huge, I know. Forget it! 

HAMLET: OK, OK. Anyway, I hope we don’t open in Russia again. I really 
had a difficult time there. 

HORATIO: With the language? 

HAMLET: No, with the weather. it was the middle of winter, remember? Froze 
my you-know-whats off. 

HORATIO: No, they're still there—unfortunately. Speaking of which, you should 
tty to spend more time with Ophelia. 

HAMLET: That ditz? I don’t think so. 

HORATIO: She's all right 

, HAMLET: Oh, she's all right, but so dense, so dull. Besides, I don’t really like 


it 
HAMLET: OK! OK! I suppose next you'll tell me I should spond more time with 
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Rosencrantz, and Guillenstem. 

HORATIO: You're not very nice to them, you know. 

HAMLET: Who could be? 

HORATIO: After all, someone has written a play about them. 

HAMLET: I know. The jerk, can you believe it? Nobody in the word is duller than 
they are. Write a play about them, God! 

HORATIO: Now someone has even written a play about Fortinbras. 

HAMLET: What! You've got to be kidding. 

HORATIO: No, it’s true. 


HAMLET: Yeah, I know. But nobody gets to know what he's like, not really. The 
guy who wrote about him must really be a jerk. 

HORATIO. Well, he continues the play where we kave off. 

HAMLET: That’s absurd. There’s nothing to continue. 

HORATIO: He has everyone come back as a ghost. 

HAMLET: A ghost? What do you mean? 

HORATIO: Just that You, Ophelia, Claudius, your mother— 

HAMLET: He makes us all ghosts? 

HORATIO: Yes, and continues with Fortinbras as king. 

HAMLET: Oh, boy, that really is absurd. How can we be ghosts when we're not 
even dead? 

HORATIO: Well, he thinks you are. 

HAMLET: Jerk. We exist (Waving his arm toward the auditorium) It’s those out 
there who are illusion. We exist Right? 

HORATIO: Right 1 agree. But he thinks it’s the other way around. 

HAMLET: Jerk. (Paces again) | really can't take this empty stage. Couldn't we 
push out some flats, get some scenery out? 

HORATIO: No. That's part of the illusion. (Waving his arm across the stage and 
toward the auditorium) This is the reality. You and I and the others and the empty stage 
and auditorium—that’s reality. The rest is illusion. We can’t alter that. 

HAMLET: But you just said 1 might alter it by getting into another play. 

HORATIO: I said we don't know what might happen, especially if you're going to 
become a major character. 1 don't think there’d be a problem if you were an extra for a 
short time and then came right back. But to try to be a major character, it might change 
things permanently, as I said, the whole course of history. 

HAMLET: Humh. (Pause) “Prithee tonight / Lay on my bed my wedding sheets...” 

HORATIO: Oh, no. You can't do this, it’s too risky. 

HAMLET: “Tis meet I should be used so, very meet” 

HORATIO: Hamlet, stop this! Don't do itt 

HAMLET: “How have I behaved, that he might stick / The small’st opinion on my 
kast misuse?” 

HORATIO: Hamlet, you're going too far, you're going to be—Oh, I can’t watch this 
(tums his back and walks upstage). 

HAMLET: “He might have chid me so, for, in good faith, / I am a chik to chiding” 

OTHELLO: (Entering in a huff fiom lefistage) Will you stop this! 1 absolutely will 
not have anymore of it. 
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HAMLET: (Surprised) What happened? You're here. I thought I would bc— 





OTHELLO: I wasn't in the scene, but I sensed what was happening. I knew when I 
entered you'd be Desdemona. So 1 came to put a stop to it before it’s too fate. 

HORATIO: (Has tumed to observe) Now see what you have done. 

HAMLET: But didn’t you want me there? 

OTHELLO. No! That's not the way it is. I'm not that way. 

HAMLET: You enjoyed it last time. There on the bed together, you on top of mo— 

OTHELLO: Will you shut up! I did not enjoy it! You surprised me. 1 didn’t realize 
what was happening. (To the audience) Christ, was I drunk that night. 

HAMLET: Oh, you big ole bully, you knew what was happening. you knew it was 
me. 

OTHELLO: “1 took you for that cunning whore of Venice.” 

HAMLET: You can't talk to me ike that Tm not fom Venice. Tm “the beauteous 


HAMLET: I can dream, can’t I? (To Othello) But you're here, That shows you're 
interested. 
OTHELLO: Ts jou Tow: V pubs sp do tih fidos beo It s too laic. 


OTHELLO: Wore actio Stay in your play and stay out of mine, 1 mean it! 

HAMLET: But what do I get in my play—ditzy Ophelia And who wants her? Not 
even Claudius makes a play for her. 

OTHELLO: (To Horatio) Can't you control him, make him stop this? 

HORATIO: Could I stop him from dueling? 

OTHELLO: I see what you mean. (To Hamlet) This is a serious matter. You could 
change the whole course of history. 

HORATIO; That's what I’ve been telling him. (s deese anes SRI, 


Stop it! Telli aon aanlag ie this to go on. 

HAMLET: "And yet I fear you; for you're fatal then / When your eyes roll so.” 

OTHELLO: Oh, no, you're not tricking me again. 

HAMLET: And 1 had such hope. 

OTHELLO: I didn’t say tricking with. All right, we're going to get this settled. If 
you become Desdemona, you still won't have me because PII become someone else. And 
Tl get Osric to become me. 

HAMLET: Osric! that waterfly. God, I'd mather do it with Claudius, and you know 
what I think about Claudius. 

OTHELLO. All right, then, stay out of my play. I mean what I say. It’s almost time 
for my entrance, so T have to go. But if I even sense again that you are trying to become 


OTHELLO: Ooh! Forget that! You want a word of parting, something to remember 
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me by—try this: “Get thee to a nunnery,” Bitch! (He stalks off left) 

HAMLET: (Falling back onto one of the chairs) “How all occasions do inform against 
me...” 
HORATIO: I tried to tell you. 

HAMLET: It’s all over for me. I can't go on, can't bear to live. 
HORATIO: Nonsense. You'll soon be interested in someone else, and you'll forget 
all about him. 

HAMLET: Never. TI do nothing from this point on except think about him, 
remember— 

HORATIO: I ssid nonsense. If you'd get interested in someone in our play, someone 
like— 

(OTHELLO enters from LS. He seems altered in character. He takes mincing steps, 
speaks in a high voice, etc.) 

HAMLET: (Standing with a look of joy on his face) You came back. I knew you 
would. I knew you couldn’t resist— 

OTHELLO: “My lord, I have remembrances of yours / That I have longed long to 
redeliver,” 

HAMLET: (The look of joy changing to horror) Oh, no! Oh, God! You’ve become 
Ophelia! 

OTHELLO: (Moving toward Hamlet) “My honored lord, you know right well you did, 
/ And with them words of so sweet breath composed / As made these things morc rich." 

HAMLET: (Backing away as Othello approaches, moving toward LS) You can’t do 
this! Now you've ruined everything. I can’t do it with you thinking that you're Ophelia. I 
want you to be the butch bully I knew before, not some nellie little twit, 

OTHELLO: “Take these again, for to the noble mind / Rich gifts wax poor when 
givers prove unkind.” 

HAMLET: (Frantic) “O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?” (He runs off 
Left.) 
OTHELLO; “O what a noble mind is here o’erthrown!” (He runs off Left after 
Hamlet.) 

(HORATIO, who has been staring in amazement, crosses toward LS and peers offstage 
for a moment Then with a motion of disgust, he crosses toward RS. Before he can exit, 
though, HAMLET and OTHELLO reenter and HORATIO again tums io stare at them in 
amazement.) 

OTHELLO: “If 1 profane with my unworthiest hand / This holy shrine, the gentle sin 
is this: / My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand / To smooth that rough touch with a 
tender kiss" 

HAMLET: “Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, / Which mannerly 
devotion shows in this, / For samts have hands that pilgrims’ hands do touch, / And palm 
to palm is holy palmers kiss.” 

(HORATIO throws up his hands in a helpless gesture and stalks off Right The Lights fade 
to black during the next two lines.) 

OTHELLO; “Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?” 

HAMLET: "Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.” 

Robert W. Wit, a member of the faculty at Easter Kentucky University, has published 
numerous books, articles, stories, and plays. He teaches courses in both Shakespeare and 
creative writing. His two novels, HOUR IN PARADISE and TOXIC, were published in 
1993 and 1995. Other plays were performed in California, Kentucky, New York, and North 
Carolina. 58 
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NIKKi—by Steph Arpaia 
This is a miror. 
The Images: 


NIKKI'S BODY: the body of a seven year old girl 
NIKKI’S MIND: the mind of a seven year old girl 
ANGER: a male—one side of child abuse 

HATRED: a female—the other side of child abuse 


GOD: the narrator of the story—a helpless observer 
Which one are you? 


The curtains are closed. They will remain that way throughout the entire play. The 
action of the play will take place on the area of the stage which is exposed in front of the 
closed curtains. ANGER, HATRED, IGNORANT SOCIETY and SENSELESS 
SOCIETY are sitting amongst the audience. A film projector screen is set up facing the 
audience on the right side of the stage. 


Scene One: The Beginning 


i 
not holding a doll. She walks onto the stage, sets the box off to the left center of the 
stage with the open top facing out so the audience is able to see inside of it, then sits 
down across from NIKKI'S BODY and begins to play with her. 


GOD, noticeably upset and out of breath, enters from the behind the closed curtains. He 
is dressed in a white body suit with the word “GOD” printed in bold letters across his 
chest, Red slash marks- “Jif” cover his front and back. The characters in the play can 
neither see nor hear him. 


me, so I put them on Earth and left them to fend for themselves. I then went back to 
my house, locked the doors, lay down, and fell asleep. (Continuing as an eerie sound of 
People praying floats over audience.) For many many years I slept, as they multiplied 


59 


















































Wings Magazine, Inc. Vol. 6 No. 2 1 





But I ignored them until their cries woke me this morning with the force of a million 
voices. When I looked down I saw these children (pointing to NIKKI S MIND and 


late. For you are their only savior, (Pause) 


Scene Two: The Introduction 


doll she is playing with. (He points to NIKKT'S MIND) This is her mind. Only you 


ANGER and HATRED emerge from the audience and walk towards the stage. They 
are both dressed in red body suits, with their names written across their backs in bold 
letters. 

GOD: (continuing) (pointing at the Male) He is ANGER and she (pointing at the 
Female) HATRED (panicking) (to himself) They are me, (He points to audience.) 
And you. 

NIKKI’S BODY looks up as ANGER and HATRED walk onto the stage. HATRED is 
holding a broken dish, NIKKI’S MIND and NIKKI’S BODY both freeze as ANGER 
and HATRED approach. 


GOD: (continuing) | must stop them. 
He runs over to ANGER and HATRED. 


GOD: (continuing) (screaming) Leave her alone. What has she ever done to you? 
(panicking, to NIKKI'S BODY) Run child. Run. 


But the characters do not see nor hear GOD. GOD realizes the futility of his efforts to 
help the little girl. 


GOD: (putting his hand over his face in shame and running off the stage through the 
closed curtains, crying) What have I done? What did I create? I’m sony child. I'm 
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sony. It is all my fault 


ANGER: (elling) Did you break this dish? 


HATRED: (yelling) Answer me! 





Vol. 6 No.2 


‘All action on stage stops as time is suspended while NIKKPS MIND and NIKKT'S 


BODY try to figure out what to say. 


NIKKPS BODY: (whimpering) What should I tell them? 


NIKKT'S MIND: It was an accident. 





NIKKT'S BODY: (whimpering) 1 knew I shouldn't have tried to set the table. 


NIKKI’S MIND: But it was an accident 


NIKKT'S MIND and NIKKI’S BODY lock up at ANGER and HATRED. 


NIKKI’S BODY: (scared) 1 don't want to get hit 
NIKKT'S MIND: (getting excited) Tell them you didn't do it 


NIKKT'S BODY to ANGER and HATRED: (with her head down so as to deflect any 


blow;meekly) Vm sony. 


NIKKI’S MIND: (getting up screaming) Lie. Lie. 
NIKKI’S BODY: (continuing meekly) lt was an acci... 





Her voice is cut off as the action on stage resumes. ANGER hits NIKKT'S BODY in 
her face. NIKKI'S BODY tries to get up. HATRED grabs NIKKI'S BODY's hair and 
begins pulling her about the stage. 





NIKKI’S MIND: (cying) No, no! (to the audience) Please someone help. 





HATRED: (yelling) How many times do I have to tell you to stay out of the kitchen? 





NIKKI’S MIND frozen in fear, looks on. NIKKI’S BODY clutches the doll. ANGER 
Tips the doll out of her hands, breaking it He flings it to the ground. 

ANGER: (yelling) I'm going to teach you a lesson! 

NIKKI’S BODY: (pleading) No. I’m sorry. Please. Mommy. Daddy. I’m sorry. 
Don’t hit me. 





They begin to beat NIKKI'S BODY, uncontrollably slapping her fice, punching her 





Images on screen: electric cord. screwdriver. metal spoon. burning cigarette. boiling 


water, garbage dumpster. 





ANGER and HATRED alternating: (yelling as they continue to beat NIKKT'S BODY) 
Did you break that dish? Answer me! Don’t lie to me. Did you break that dish? Is that 
Your shirt on the lawn? Did you move my book? Did you touch the tv? Are those 


Your shoes in the kitchen? Get away from me. I never wanted you. 


NIKKPS BODY: (screaming pleading) No! 
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ANGER and HATRED: (yelling) Is that your sweater on the floor? I told you not to go 
near the vase. Why didn't you set the table? Keep the damn ball outside. Did you eat 
my popsickles? Shut up! You better stop crying! 


NIKKI'S MIND runs for the shelter of the box. She climbs inside, curls up in a fetal 
position with her face towards the stage, and pulls the doors shut. 


All the action on the stage stops suddenly. 
IGNORANT SOCIETY and SENSELESS SOCIETY: (from their seats in the audience 


SENSELESS SOCIETY: No. earl ete ant lik mapa 
IGNORANT SOCIETY: It was probably nothing anyway. 


‘The action on the stage resumes. When the ANGER and HATRED finish beating 
NIKKI'S BODY, they hover over her, NIKKI’S BODY is lying on the stage. Her 
dress is tom. 

ANGER: (to NIKKI'S BODY) Look at what you made me do. This is all your fault 
HATRED: (to ANGER) She never listens. 


ANGER: (to HATRED, harshly) She'll leam. PU make her leam. (fo NIKKI'S 
BODY) You won't do it again. (raising his hand as if be is going to hit her again) 
Right? 

NIKKI'S BODY whimpers, cringes in fear and shakes her head no. 

ANGER: (Continuing evilly) See I got her trained like a dog. 

NIKKTS MIND: (crying) Why are you doing this to me? Why? Why? GOD. 
Someone. Please help. 


ANGER and HATRED tum and leave the stage and return to their seats in the audience. 
NIKKTS BODY watches them. NIKKT'S BODY looks over at the box where NIKKI'S 
MIND is hiding, 

NIKKIS BODY: (meekly) They're gone. 

NIKKI’S MIND cautiously climbs out off the box and crawls over to NIKKT'S BODY. 
ay. NIKKI’S MIND es ba Wasi ahd bites üp tose de Demo She is saying 
a silent prayer. 
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GOD runs onto the stage. 
GOD: (screaming) No. No! 


He runs up to NIKKT'S MIND and stands next to her. 





GOD: (continuing) (now crying) Child, why do you ask for my help? 
GOD reaches down to touch her, but he is is stopped by the boundaries he created. 


up? (screaming at the audience) Wake up. Wake up! 


NIKKI'S MIND finishes her silent prayer, then lies down and puts her arms around 
NIKKI'S BODY trying to console her. 


GOD: (continuing) (weeping) I cannot bear to look anymore. Oh Sun, have mercy 
on me. Tum away and let darkness cover this poor child's misery. 


GOD tums his head to the side, away from NIKKT'S MIND and NIKKI'S BODY. The 
stage goes dark. GOD exits the stage through the closed curtains, NIKKI'S MIND and 
NIKKT'S BODY lic motionless on the stage. They fall asleep. 


Scene Three: Nikki's Nightmare 


al 
which begin to appear on the projector screen. They are various scenes from a happy 
childhood. 


Images on projector screen:Children playing on a merry-go-round. A mother, a father, 

and their child holding hands together, walking in a park. A little league baseball team 
playing a game. A little girl’s birthday party. A child receiving its first communion, A 
family on vacation. ANGER and HATRED. 


“Rock a bye Baby” slowly goes out of tune and is eerily twisted, unrecognizable. It 
slowly fades out. 


NIKKT'S MIND stands up, looking at the image. She wants desperately to be part of it 
but only her shadow stands out against the screen like the bruises that cover her body. 
Part of the image is seen on her back. 


NIKKT'S MIND: Mommy you are so pretty, and Daddy is so handsome. (reaching up 


and touching ANGER's eyes) Look, mommy, I have your eyes (touching HATRED's 
nose then her own nose) and daddy’s nose 


[x] 
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Image of two sets of wild animals’ eyes piercing the night appears on the screen. 





ANGER's voice: (angrily from the audience) You can't hide from me. 


ANGER's Voice and HATRED’s Voice: (altemating, yelling) Did you break that dish? 


Huh? Did you break that dish? Answer me! Is that your shirt on the lawn? How many 1 


times do I have to tell you to stay out of the kitchen? Did you move my book? Did 
you touch the tv? Are those your shoes in the kitchen? You'll never leam? Don't 
bother trying to hide. Did you eat my popsickles? 

NIKKI’S MIND: (from the box, pleading to NIKKI'S BODY) Nikki. Nikki. Hurry 
up. Run. Nikki... Run! 

NIKKT'S BODY continues to toss and tum, and now she begins to whimper in her 
Sleep. 

NIKKI'S MIND gets up out of the box and runs over to NIKKI’S BODY. 

NIKKI'S MIND: (tying to shake NIKKT'S BODY awake) (pleading) Please (to the 
audience) Please someone, help her? 

NIKKI'S BODY will not wake up. 

NIKKI'S MIND: (to the image on the screen) Get away from her. Leave her alone. 
NIKKI’S MIND runs back to the box, crawls inside and shuts the doors. 

NIKKI'S MIND: (crying from the box) Please someone help her. 


NIKKI’S BODY suddenly awakens, She is scared. The images on the screen disappear 
and ANGER and HATRED's voices suddenly stop. She looks around the stage. Then 
she looks over at the box and begins to cry. 


Scene 4: The End 


GOD waiks out onto the stage from behind the closed curtains. 
GOD: (to the audience with emotion) Do you still not see her? Do you still not hear 
her? (Pause) Then the end of this story is written by your own hands. 


GOD leaves the stage through the closed curtains: (mumbling over and over) All is 
lost, 


ANGER and HATRED enter the stage from the audience. 
ANGER: You little bitch You and your stupid crying woke me up. 
HATRED: (gmbbing NIKKI’S BODY) Stop crying. Stop. 
NIKKTS BODY is crying and looking at the box. 
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ANGER: (screaming) Shut up! Shut up! 
HATRED: (lapping NIKKI'S BODY) Get up. Get up. I'm talking to you. 
ANGER and HATRED begin to beat NIKKI’S BODY. 


ANGER's Voice and HATRED's Voice: (alternating, yelling) Did you break that dish? 
Huh? Did you break that dish? Answer me, you little bitch! Is that your shirt on the 
lawn? How many times do I have to tell you to stay out of the kitchen? Did you move 
my book? Did you touch the Lv? You must be stupid. Are those your shoes in the 
Kitchen? Will you ever leam? Don't bother trying to hide. Did you eat my popsickles? 
Shut up! Shut Up! Did you break that dish? 


NIKKT'S BODY is beaten severely. 


water. garbage dumpster. 


When ANGER and HATRED are finished they leave the stage and walks back into the 
audience. NIKKT'S BODY lies in a fetal position on the stage hiding her face and 
caying. NIKKI’S MIND peaks out of the box and watches ANGER and HATRED 
leave the stage. When it is safe, she slowly crawls out of the box and over to NIKKI'S 
BODY, dragging the box behind her. 


E 
t 
$ 
i 
E: 
1 


NIKKTS MIND: (slowly closing one of the flaps on the box) 1 won't hurt anymore. 
NIKKI'S BODY: (closing her eyes) I won't get hit anymore. 

NIKKI’S MIND: (closing the other flap) There is no more pain. 

NIKKI’S MIND closes herself inside the box. 

Suddenly GOD runs out onto the stage. He runs over to NIKKI’S BODY which is 
lying motionless on the stage. 


GOD: (screaming) No. No. Not another one. 
He bends down and tries to shake NIKKI'S BODY awake. He can finally touch her, 
but it is too late. She is dead. 
GOD: (ysterically) Little girl. Wake up. Pl 
r up. Please, wake up. 
He looks at his hands. He sees blood when in reality there is none there, 


GOD: (going mad) No. Another child's blood on my hands (to the audience) Look at 
Your bands. Her blood is on your hands too. He tries to wipe his hands off on his 
Glothes and then on the curtains. But the blood will not clean off GOD runs over to 
NIKKI'S BODY. He reaches in his pocket, takes out a red marker, and scrawls another 
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red slash mark- “[” -on his body. In a fit of madness he flees the stage. 


IGNORANT SOCIETY and SENSELESS SOCIETY: (to each other from their seats 
in the audience) . 

IGNORANT SOCIETY: Hey look. What is that over there? 

SENSELESS SOCIETY: Where? 

IGNORANT SOCIETY: Over there, (pointing to NIKKI'S BODY) 

SENSELESS SOCIETY: It looks like a kid. 

IGNORANT SOCIETY: It is. Go see if its all right 

SENSELESS SOCIETY: No way, I don't want to get involved, you go. You noticed it 
IGNORANT SOCIETY: Tl only go if you go. 

SENSELESS SOCIETY: Well, okay. 


IGNORANT SOCIETY and SENSELESS SOCIETY get from their seats in the 
audience and cautiously walk wp onto the sage They are both wearing lef half back- 


occupations s such as “policeman”, “priest”, “uncle joe and aunt sue”, “housewife” “the 
fireman”, “politician”, “business man”, “business woman”, “banker” are printed all over 
both of them. 


IGNORANT SOCIETY: Is it okay? 
SENSELESS SOCIETY: I don’t know. 


‘They bend down around her. 


IGNORANT SOCIETY: Look at the bruises on her face. 
SENSELESS SOCIETY: She must have fallen down the stairs. 


IGNORANT SOCIETY: (leaning on the box where NIKKI'S MIND is lying) Or off 
her bike, I heard that clumsy kids do that all the time. 

SENSELESS SOCIETY reaches out and grabs NIKKI’S BODY’s left wrist and takes 
her pulse, 

SENSELESS SOCIETY: I can’t feel anything, 


IGNORANT SOCIETY: Doesn't she look familiar, I mean don't you feel as if you've 
seen her before? 


SENSELESS SOCIETY: I don't think so. 

IGNORANT SOCIETY (looking up and pointing to the broken doll) : Hey what is 
that? 

SENSELESS SOCIETY: What? 

IGNORANT SOCIETY: That thing over there? 

They walk over to the doll. SENSELESS SOCIETY bends down and picks it up. 
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a broken dall. 


X:NORANT SOCIETY: Why would anyone want to break a helpless dol? The 
animals! Can it be fixed? 


SENSELESS SOCIETY: (tying to fix the doll) No. (He throws it on the stage next 
the closed bax.) It’s too broken up. 


lgnoent Society: (ooking at NIKKI'S BODY) What sbout hex? Can we leave ber tike 
that? 

SENSELESS SOCIETY: Why not? She's none of our business. 

IGNORANT SOCIETY: I guess you're right. So can we forget we ever saw her? I 
SENSELESS SOCIETY: That's the easy thing to da Anyway, once she is buried no 


ot end SENSELESS SOCIETY tum and walk back to their seats in the audience, 
4 sit down to watch the next show as if nothing happened. 
on screen: “ye Trial dden fo tow the in hal Uii Ses” : 


e. on screen: “You must do something t stop the abuse." 





3 Arpaia works with physically and sexually abused children on a child and 


children. Only we can stop fe cycle of abuse." 
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